LYRICS & SATIRES

Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Nilus' mud
Lay me stark nak'd, and let the water-flies
%   Blow me into abhorring! rather make
My country's high pyramides my gibbet,
And hang me up in chains!1

Dryden, as Johnson says, 'by admitting the romantic
omnipotence 6f love has recommended as laudable
that conduct which through all ages the good have
censured as vicious, and the bad despised as foolish'.
And after all Antony's love, as Dryden represents it,
is but sentimental rhodomontade. Shakespeare has
shown the working of a reckless passion in all its
bearings, its splendour, and its waste.

Dryden's lyrics have been praised, and justly, for,
the variety of their harmony. Dryden and his fellows,
among Restoration song-writers are the last of a long,
tradition. And yet to my mind he is also the first1
writer of operatic songs, glittering rhetoric for;
musical elaboration. Alexander's Feast is a brilliant;
tour de force, the finest*"piece of noise in English
poetry till we come to Mr. Vachel Lindsay, and there
&* more of true poetry in the Chinese Nightingale than
in all Dryden's Odes, which are surely not great odes
in the same sense as Intimations of Immortality, Dejec-
tion, or The West Wind, or the Nightingale.

Satire is admittedly Dryden's forte, and one may
allow that Dryden was quite sincere in his defence of
authority* and^contempt for the mob. Yet even as a
Satirist one feels that Dryden's art is greater than the
ternper that informs it. Butler, to say nothing of
Swift, is inspired by a deeper earnestness of passion,
a sincerer hatred of the hypocrisy he lashes. With
Dryden it is all business, admirable in execution, like

1 Antony and Cleopatra, Act V. sc. ii. II. 52-62.